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up to a point. It must remain an ornament and shouldn't
become the very thing. I much prefer Galsworthy; I even
prefer Wells."
" What do you think of Aldous Huxley ? "
" I don't know him ; neither do I know the other young
writers in England. I don't seem to find time for them.
•There is such a lot to read and to learn in life ; there are
innumerable scientific books that I am trying to get through
and that somehow or other I missed in my earlier days.
One must not forget that there are also endless novels that
one ought to read again, Balzac for instance. In my
opinion he is one of the most important novelists of all
times."
" I believe you are a great admirer of Goethe, Lessing
and Schiller.5'
" Yes, I am. When I was younger I could quote many of
the longest passages of those writers."
The conversation ceased for a minute or so, and Pader-
ewski looked down at his hands, as he often did when he was
not actually speaking. They were touching each other,
and he was playing a sort of game with them which con-
sisted of raising the individual fingers, especially the fourth
and the fifth, glancing at them and pulling them up with
the fingers of the other hand. There was hardly a moment
during our conversation when I was not conscious of my
host's hands. Though they were not large, their delicate
whiteness, their disciplined strength and their sensitive
shape were constantly in my mind.
I went on : €C The other day I was telling some friends in
London about your wonderful memory and your unconven-
tional technique in reading and remembering books. One
of my friends remarked that Carlyle had a similar
ability. . . ."
Paderewski almost jumped from his chair and interrupted
me with a shuddering sound : " Awful Carlyle ! Don't
drag him in. You can compare me with anyone you want,
but not with Carlyle. I can't stand him. Do you know

